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5. It’s all set to g 
load, aim and shoot. $13.75 complete. 

Brownie Hawkeye Camera, flash model, 
alone $7.45 (Flasholder extra, $3.95). 




X he fun goes on—and on—when 
the gift is a Kodak Camera—espe¬ 
cially when it arrives complete with 
a flash outfit. 

For it means you can take swell 
snapshots of holiday fun—of sports, 
friends, vacation and everything else. 


It means you can get them indoors 
or out—in black-and-white or in full, 
sparkling solor. 

One of these Kodak Cameras as a 
gift will make it a wonderful Christ¬ 
mas. Eastman Kodak Company, 
Rochester 4, N. Y. 



The Kodak Pony Cameras —for those 
who set their sights on more advanced cameras— 
convenient minatures in two sizes, the Pony 
828 (Bantam) $32.00, the Pony “35” (35mm) 
$36.75. For color enthusiasts. 


Kodak Duaflex Flash 

This kit gives you the twin 
lens reflex-type camera with 
the Kodar //8 Lens and big 
hooded viewfinder. With it 
come flash bulbs, batteries. 
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hey, com e back! 

THE REST OF THA 
BUILDING IS 
LIABLE TO jgp 
COLLAPSE 
ANY SFCONP/^p 


Y oh, lash; two 1 

I BAN PITS BROKE ' 
/ INTO THE BANK ANP 
TIED ME UP.' THEY 
PUT DYNAMITE ALL I 
AROUNPTHE SAFE 
ANP THE NEXT THINS 
I KNEW, I WAS . 
y. BEING BURIED < 
^7 UNDER THE )■ 
■ l DEBRIS.' Jm 


W I KNOW A 
f THAT, BUT 
> I'VE GOT TO 
SEE EXACTLY 
WHAT PIP < 
, HAPPEN, J 

L inside / f 


THEY SEEM TO 


I THINK I HEARD THEM 
SAY THEY WERE GOING 
l TO HEAD FOR THE J 
>~~r HILLS' 


THE REST OF THE BUILDING'S 

collapsing; leave me anp 

SEE IF VUH CAN MAKE THE ^ 
POOR.' IF YUH TRY TO 4k 
CARRY ME, BOTH OF US H 
JjVILL BE BURIED ALIVE.' 


WE'LL MAKE 
IT TOGETHER, 
r OR NOT 
r AT ALL.' J 


4 iTTWc 


'SOMEONE get 

THIS MAN TO A 
DOCTOR! HE'S 
> BEEN BAPLY ‘ 
3. HURT.' . 


I'M A 
DOCTOR. 1 
I'LL TAKE 
CARE OF < 
HIM.' J 


Ygood.' now l\ 

CAN START 
/AFTER THOSE / 
' BANDITS' if a 
i they heaped for 
.the HILLS, THEY 
MUST BE -< 

Jti intending 

TO CROSS 
fmjHE BORDER.' 


f I'VE GOT TO STOP ) 
THEM BEFORE THEY ^ 
DO, OR THEY'LL BE OUT 

_OF ANY MARSHAL'S > 

"TlJURISPICTION.' JT 


HE GOT 
OUT JUST 
IN TIME.' 
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I HEARP THAT CRITTER, KURR, WHO N 

RUNS THE OUTLAW HAVEN, DEMANPS 
HALF YORE LOOT FOR HlOING YUH j 
OUT.' I'M NOT CUTTING ANYONE J 
~~l IN ON THIS HAUL.' . 


futjSTASV| 

YUH LIKE, ), 
' KORREY.' 
HYAR'S YORE 
Shake.'O 


MEAN NillL E/AT A NOR* ROAD IN THE HILLS ■ 


rTHAT'SRlGHT, BARTON.' \ BUT WE'LL BE MUCH SAFER 

I WANT MY SHARE OF THE AT THE OUTLAW HAVEN, 
BANK LOOT' IF YOU'RE /roKREY/ THE LAWS BEEN A 
NOT GOING TO CROSS /TRYING TO FINP KIP TILSON, 
THE BORPER WITH ./BUCK WEAVER ANP TWO-GUN 
ME, I'LL DO IT HOLLEY FOR OVER A VEAR ANP 

fr ALONE.' JSIa THEY HAVEN'T - BECAUSE A 
thosemenare hiping ^ 
MM KBSl «[ out there/ it's a , 1 

W^MpiL. perfect hipe-out.'^J 


) later... /t- -—^ 

fry ---LJlF THEy ^ 

/ HEADED FOR THE BORPER, 
' THEY HAP TO TAKE THE <■ 
TRAIL BELOW.' THIS SHORT > 
CUT WE TOOK SHOULP MAKE / 
v UP FOR THE START THEY / 
HAD ON US.' 


'THAT MUST BE ONE OF THEM ^ 
NOW.' BUT. HE'S PRACTICALLY 
ACROSS THE BORPER LINE-' I'LL 

>~rr-r NEVER REACH HIM _ 

Vr iW^ IN TIME/ JZZ 


SO LONG, 

barton; 


GOOP LUCK, 
RORREY.' 


ANP ONCE AGAIN THE KING OF THE BUUVYWP 
JUSTIFIES HIS TITLE' 


HEY/ WHAT'S THE BIG N, 

IPEA7 YUH HAVE NO RIGHT 
TO STOP ME.' 1 WAS , 
ACROSS THE BORPER/ / 


YOU MEAN YOU WERE 
ABOUT TO CROSS 
THE BORPER.' . 


^ THIS ~ 
BULL WHIP'S 
MY ONLY 
CHANCE.' 
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7 HERE IS NO SUCH THING AS 
HONOR AMONG 7HIGVES.' 


OUTLAY! 

HAVEN? 

WHERE'S 

THAT? 


YUH'LL FIND HIM 
AT THE OUTLAW 
^HAVEN.' 


AFTER RORREY EXPLAINS- 


WHATEVER YUM )/ 

SAY, LASH. 1 BUT 
NOW THAT YOU'VE 
GOT IT BACK, YOU'RE 
RESPONSIBLE FOR 
IT, SO YOU'D BETTER. 
BE CAREFUL > 


'DON'T WORRY.' 
■sl MAY HAVE 
ATO USE THIS , 
MONEY TO * 
I GET INTO THE 
:/ OUTLAW 
*T HAVEN/ y 


/HAVENT BEEN ABLE TO ) 

' FIND A SINGLE TRACE OF 
THOSE BANDITS, RID 7ILSON, 
BUCK WEAVER AND TWO-GUN 
HOLLEY/ AS SOON AS I SEE 
YOU SAFELY LOCKED UP, I'M 
V HEADING FOR RURR'S V 
\OUTLAW HAVEN.' ) 


LATER, AT THE OUTLAW HAVEN- 


[UNLESS RORREY WAS LYING TO ME, 
THIS IS THE PLACE.' BUT IT LOOKS 
QUIET TO BE BOARDING SO MANY ■ 
, OUTLAWS! I DON'T SEE A r-jf 
' SIGN OF LIFE AROUND' 


\ I WAS EXPECTING 
I THIS.' GOOD THING M 
I BROUGHT THIS MONEY, 
I ALONG.' NOW I'LL -A 
NEED IT.' 
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I WAS TOLP THAT ) I CAN, BUT 

YOU COULP HIDE A. THE PRICE 
ME OUT UNTIL THE T IS HALF j 
LAW STOPS LOOKING L YORE . 

JT FOR ME. 1 LOOT! A 


1 AM! BUT 
WHAT'S IT 
TOYUHTJ 


THAT'S OKAY WITH ME, 
HURR' I'LL GIVE YOU 

YOUR HALF v—■- 

RIGHT NOW/T gg 


'are YOU 

HURR? 


NO ONE EVER GETS 


EVERYONE THINKS I I 
wHYAR BY MYSELF.' 


r ANY ONE.' YO'RE 1 

THE ONLY GUEST AT, 
L THE MOMENT/^ 


ONLY GUEST' IT'S VERY POSSIBLE 

THAT HIP TILSON, TWO-GUN HOLLEY 
ANP BUCK WEAVER HAVE MOVEP , 
ON, BUT BARTON r 
JUST ARRIVEP. 1 


SOMETHING STRANGE IS GOING 
ON HERE, ANP I'M BEGINNING TO, 


r WHICH T 

ROOM 
SHOULP 
I TAKE? 


SUSPECT WHY HURR IS SO SURE 
NO ONE WILL EVER SUSPECT THIS 
PLACE TO BEAN OUTLAW HAVEN.' 
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AS NIGHTFALLS- 


EXPLAIN WHY THE LAW HASN'T 
BEEN ABLE TO FIND A TRACE OF 
KIP TILSON, BUCK WEAVER A 
OR TWO-GUN HOLLEV IN 
OVER A YEAR/ 


► OUTLAWS MUST BE BURIEP -45 
CLOSE BV HERE/ I PONT 
EXPECT TO F/NP ANY REAL GRAVES, 
BUT I SHOUIP FINP SOME FRESHLY 


PUG EARTH WHERE BARTON 
r WOULP HAVE BEEN BURIED 
JUST A SHORT _ M 
WHILE AGO/ ISA 


BUT AFTER i 
THOROUGH 
SEARCH — 


WAIT A SECOND/ THAT LOCK ON THE POOR JUS 

GAVE ME AN IDEA/ IF KURR PIP KILL THOSE 
VARMINTS, HE PROBABLY PIP IT WHILE THEY 

—tTWere asleep- 


Y —AND WITH TH> 
MUST HAVE SOME 
THESE ROOMS' A 
ENTRANCE! SAY, 
P WHAT'S THIS i 
LBUTTON?’^ 


I WAS RIGHT/ NOW TO 
_A LOOK DOWNSTAIRS/ 
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I'P better get 

OUT OF SIGHT/ 

I THINK I HEAR 
THE POOR . 
ry OPENING.' E§ 


ANP THAT MUST BE ALL THE LOOT 


HE'S STARTING TO PIG ANOTHER. 


IT'S KUKR. 
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LASH CLEARS THE OUTLAW TRAILS 
FOR ACTION AND ADVENTURE i 


UKHIRRUC 

* WESTERN j 


WATCH FOR IT AT YOUR FAVORITE NEWSDEALER'S 104 





























WONDER WHATS/WE'RE NO PIKERS- 
'—i ON TOP? M LET'S HAVE 
iV-vTl^\APE6K! <W* 


^WlSH I'D BR0U6 Ht/no CHANCE to) 

* SOME DUB8LE <$? £T A NV NOW^ 
BUBBLE 6UMT0/TIL WE SETf<l 
r?-t CHEW-^Qt D0WN .' 


f WE'RE 1 

»ALMOST] 
► THERE* 

^Vippejj 


TASTES GOOD, TOO/) 


FUNNIES, ) 
FORTUNES, 
FACTS 

ON EVERY 
WRAPPER! 


t eLows^X 

\B'6&E R u> 

; /BUBBLES 7 
* *ast£ r y ( 


/1/CW AVAILABLE ALL OVER THE WORLD. 
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©OING TO 00 IN SCHOOL? 

I THOUGHT THET HAD ^ 
■I A JANITOR.' 


IT SO HAPPENS * 
I’M GOING TO 9E 
r A TEACHER.' 
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-J WHAT HAVE 
/ THE GREAT LAKES . 
GOT TO DO WITH < 
THE SUBJECT I’M J 
TEACHING 
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I MOST CERTAINLY DO.' WHY 
ONLY LAST WEEK I SHOWED MY 
CLASS A NEW STEP AND DO i 
YUH KNOW WHAT THEY DID ? J 


NOW THERE’S NO POINT IN YORE 
, GETTING ANGRY, DUSTY . 1 FACTS ARE 
FACTS.' YUH JUST DON’T KNOW V 

ANYTHING ABOUT ,-———-^ 

.DANCING.' C PROVE IT.' 


OKAY.' CAN YUH SHOW ME 
THE ONE-STEP DANCE T- 


OOCM 
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(GROAN; WHi 

STEPPING ON 


1 JUST WANT 
TO GO AWAY. 


I PON’T KNOW. 1 
YORE 6AS IS AS 
.__ AS MINE 


(GULP!) 
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NO THANKS, 
MOLASSES 
r MOUTH.' 


LIGHT 

HEADED.' 


i PiWArs 
WWW THE 

■> rnsr < 

( MATCH ) 

V Away.' y 


WHY PIP YUH 
THROW THAT 
MATCH AWAY? 


(GASP) 

y w Y 
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#OUR EYES ARE MOT PLAYING TRICKS 
ON YOU i THAT IS THE FAMOUS LASH 
LaRUE i ROVING MARSHAL, IN PRISON 
UNIFORM i BUT WHY READ ON FOR 
IT'S ALL PART OF THE HAIR-RAISING 
ADVENTURE-- 


r LA6H LaRUE! 

WHAT BRINGS 
YUH TO DOVER 
k VALLEY ? 
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--ON WW PLAN TO ESCAPE ! 

I'VE BEEN WAITING PER THE 
DAY WE WOULD BE ASSIGNED 
TO A DIFFERENT PART 
OF THE ROAD THAN 
.THE REST OF THE 
fc~ r-Tv. GANG l 


ITS ABOUT TWO WILES DOWN ACT THE 
EDGE OF THESE WOODS, SO WE 
OONT HAVt TO WORRY ABOUT 
BEING SEEN BY ANYONE I WHATlS 
MORE, CARLSON INTENDS TO START 
UP A NEW SANG WITH US IN IT 1 


DON'T WORRY, KEYES, EVERY¬ 
THING'S ARRANGED! I NOTI¬ 
FIED A FRIEND OF MINE, CARL¬ 
SON, IN DOVER VALLEY THAT I 
PLANNED TO ESCAPE TODAY, 
AND HE'S ARRANGED TO HAVE 
ME AND WHOEVER'S WITH ME 
PICKED UP IN A COVERED 
WAGON AT THE PINE CR0S5ING 
AND BROUGHT SAFELY TO 

HIS HOUSE J ' y --—^ 

^^WHERE'S PINE 


AWAY ; 
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THE HANDLE'S NICK* X 
\ WORK PER SUCK 
1 CARLSON WHERE'S 
J THE OTHER TWO 
' VARMINTS WHO WERE 
SUPPOSED TO ESCAPE 


. HEYtVUH . 

\ HURRV UP IN 
) THE WASON ! 
I SOMEBODY S 
) LIABLE TO 
J SEE VUH 
'strolung 


THEY THE BOSS WILU 
WERE , A BE DISAPPOINT- 
CAUSHT IJ ED, BUT LET'S 
-- - r-^-lASO!^] 


HIS CLOTHES • 


\ WHILE YOU'RE 
\ PLANNING,BOSS 
--CAN X MOSEY 
] INTO TOWN 
•'AND SEE IF 


T\ OUT IN WHAT 
ID PRISON THIS GUFF 
I IS SO I COULD 
> / WARN THE WARDEN 
/ABOUT HIS PLAN TO 
/ ESCAPE BUT I 
DON'T DARE ASK OR 
I'LL GIVE MYSELF 
AWAY I ^ 


X WAS COUNTING ' 
ON AT LEAST THREE 
CONVICTS JOINING 
MY GANG L NOW / 
I'LL HAVE TO PLAN 1/ 
A HOLDUP THAT / T 
JUST THE THREE J Y 
OF US CAN- / TV 
^HANDLE 


SURE, BUT KEEP ON THE OUTSIDE 1 I’LL BE ^ 

3F THINGS j I DON'T WANT YUH / CAREFUL/ 
ECAPTURED BEFORE WE FULL A /CARLSON t 
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.L HIM OUT 
: WAGON J 


50 HE'S LASH LaRUE. 
WELL, HE SURE HAD 
ME FOOLED ‘ > 


ESCAPING THROUGH 
THE TOP OF THE . 
WAGON i 


SO THEY PLAN TO 
KILL ME, EH ? WELL 
THIS SPUR SHOULD. 
BE ABLE "TO CUT 
THROUGH THIS M 
WAGON TOP 1 


' MOVING. 
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IT b 


WHATCHA REAPISI, 


J MARK TRAIL, 

-A REGULAR 
MAGAZINE JU5T 
POR 80/5/ LOOK. 
AT THl£ KEEN 
^ ARTICLE ABOUT 
JET PILOTS,... 


SP7I&... NEW 
COMIC 300C? 


MARK TRAIL says? 

(«i * You'll like my b^wew 

*■ )/ MAGAZINE FOR B0y5, r 

IT’S “MARK TRAIL”., . 64 pages packed with pictures, 
thrilling adventure stories and articles by famous authors, 
artists and editors of popular men’s magazines! 

LET'5 EEE-HEY,^ £UUE- ANP 

HERE'5 HOW V HERE'5 A 
TO BUILP A "S PAGE ON 

WATER ROLLER) P6TS...ANP 
COASTER/ J A SPORTS 
QUIZ AND L0T5 
OF E/CITINI& 
STORIES 
TOO/ 



SENP FOR YOUR 

COPYTOPAY . 1 


GC5H-ANPHEEE'2 
MA p< TRAIL. HIMSELF 
JUST LIKE IN THE 
PAPER5, HBT,EPPIE, 
LEMME BOSKOW 


MARK TRAIL 

1109 Northwestern Bank Bldg. 
Minneapolis 2, Minnesota 
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FAWCETT PUBLICATIONS INC. 
SUBSCRIPTION DEPARTMENT 
GREENWICH. CONN. 


YES, send me LASH LaRUE WESTERN 

every month. 

I am enclosing $.in full payment. 




(CHECK ONE) 

Q 12 Issues for $1.20 

O 24 Issues for $2.25 

Q 36 Issues for $3.00 

, no subscriptions sent to Cat 
foreign countries, add 50 cents 


MATTER 


Now You Can Get LASH LaRUE WESTERN Each Month, By Mail 

(Please print your name clearly in pencil) 


GIFT SUBSCRIPTIONS FOR 

YOUR FRIENDS 

FAWCETT PUBLICATIONS INC. 
SUBSCRIPTION DEPARTMENT 
GREENWICH. CONN. 

YES, send LASH LaRUE WESTERN every 
month to the names below, as my gift. 


Address .„. 

City Zone ... State. 

□ 12 issues n 24 issues □ 36 issues 

Name . 

Address .. 

City Zone State . 

□ 12 issues □ 24 issues □ 36 issues 

My gift card should read . 

I enclose $ . for the above orders. 
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DEADLINE FOR DEATH 


- By Bob Laughlin 


L C. PRINTER, the burly, gray-haired 
• editor of the Colt City Courier, was 
in one of his raring and stomping moods. 

Printer was a pioneer newspaperman—and 
a great one. His Courier was famed through¬ 
out Powder River Valley. He had broken more 
cases than the Sheriff’s office and driven more 
owlhoots out of the Valley than all the posses 
in Wyoming. The masthead of the Courier 
carried the line, “L. C. Printer, Editor and 
Publisher.” Some claimed that his given name . 
was Lyle Corbett, but oldtimers swore with 
a twinkle in their eyes that the “L.C." really 
stood for “Lower Case.” In any case, it was 
never doubted that Printer was a newsman to 
the core—a fiery one, a fighter for law and 
order. It was a toss-up around the cow-country 
as to whether wrongdoers would rather face 
the hot lead of a deputy or the hot lead in 
Printer’s presses. 

But right now things were not all sweet¬ 
ness and light in the Courier office. Six weeks 
before, Printer’s ace reporter had fallen victim 
to the talking irons of Boot St. Claire, a desert 
rat who was terrorizing Powder River Valley 
and making a mockery of law enforcement 
near Colt City. St. Claire and his travelers 
struck sWiftly at the railroad, the stagecoach 
or whatever their prey—then disappeared into 
the sanctuary of the hills. And they never 
left any witnesses—at least no one who was 
willing to testify against them: 

Now St. Claire had brazenly attacked again, 
in the very outskirts of Colt City. Printer had 
managed to keep his voice calm long enough 
to call in tall, black-haired Johnny Rowe, who 
was now the main reporter for the Courier. 
But no sooner had the good-looking Rowe 
appeared than Printer leaped up, his arms 
gesticulating wildly. Now he was really ex¬ 
cited. 

“Rowe!” he shouted. “When are we going 
to get action against this St. Claire? Now he 
is practically coming in through our very back 
doors, and the Sheriff may as well be on a 
vacation for all of the results we’re getting 
from the law! I thought I had assigned that 
story to you! But I don’t see any copy. What 



happened?” 

“I’ve had a couple of bad breaks on this 
story, L. C.,” replied Rowe, trying to retain 
his composure in the face of his editor’s sud¬ 
den outburst. “I’ve ended up on wild-goose 
chases just when it looked like I was on the 
track for a good story that might lead to the 
gang’s capture.” 

“Bad breaks, my eye!” shot back the red¬ 
faced publisher. “Ed Johnson was on the 
track, before he was blasted! At least he was 
close to a story! If you were half the reporter 
he was, you’d be hot behind St. Claire, and 
burning to avenge Johnson!” 

Rowe shifted his feet uncomfortably, “Just 
give me enough time to-” 

“Enough time to let St. Claire wipe out 
another dozen stagecoaches?’ 1 interrupted 
Printer. He waved his finger at the reporter. 
“Listen, Rowe! The Courier runs on dead¬ 
lines and headlines. And I’m giving you a 
week—seven days—to get me a headline story 
on this gang! Every ti/ne they strike, we’re 
on the other side of the cactus. Next time, 
you’d better be around! Don’t ask me how! 
Do it! Now get out of here and don’t come 
back without a story! If you do, you’re fired!” 
Printer whirled and stalked across the room, 
suddenly quiet. It was obvious that he had 
said all he was going to say, and his last word 
was usually final. 

There was no alternative for Johnny Rowe 
but to move. As he strode from the office, he 
wondered, was he supposed to be a news re¬ 
porter or a secret marshal? He knew the an¬ 
swer to that. To work for L. C. Printer, you 
had to be both. Outside, he forked his horse 
and rode away. 

Six days dropped from the calendar, and 
Johnny Rowe did not reappear in Colt City. 
Down by the Powder River, Boot St. Claire 
had swooped down upon a group of Easterners 
migrating westward and had hijacked another 
stagecoach. Printer was convinced that Rowe 
had moved on to other territory, and would 
never again set foot in Colt City, much less 
in the Courier office. 

On tfie seventh day, just as the paper was 
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about to go to press, little Willie Krick, who 
delivered the Courier, burst into the publish¬ 
er’s office. That was something he didn’t or¬ 
dinarily do, but he had forgotten himself in 
his excitement. 

“Mr. Printer!” he cried. “Mr. Printer—oh. 

I’m sorry sir—but it’s Johnny, he’s cornin’!” 

He ran to the window and pointed down the 

The veteran newsman was too surprised to 
reprimand little Willie for breaking in on him. 

He looked toward the street in time to see 
his reporter, Johnny Rowe, slowly dismount 
in front of the shop. He seemed very tired, 
but he walked to the door with determined 
steps and pushed his way in to confront the 
editor. For a moment neither spoke. 

“Okay, chief,” Johnny Rowe said at last. 

“I got the story.” 

It took seconds for Printer to find words. 

“Well—great, let’s have it!” he cried, snatch¬ 
ing up pencil and paper. “Sit down, Rowe,” 
he added. It seemed a labor for Rowe to stand, 
but he did not sit down. For a moment he 
stood there, breathing heavily, looking down 
at Printer through weary eyes. 

“I was there, just like you wanted,” Rowe 
began slowly. “And I’m a witness to a murder 
committeed by Boot St. Claire. I’ll tell you 
just how it happened. Exactly.” 

Printer looked at Rowe sharply. The grim 
reporter hardly seemed to be himself. But 
the publisher didn’t say a word to interrupt. 

“It was about two hours ago, on the North 
Trail near Toltec Pass,” continued Rowe de¬ 
liberately. “This ranny was riding along, mind¬ 
ing his own business, when they struck. St. 
Claire and four others. Ambushed the poor 
guy, dragged him off his horse with a lassoo. 
Don’t know why, mighty small gain. They 
took his gun and wallet, but was that enough? 

Not for those coyotes! They made him walk 
in front of them for miles, up into the hills.” 

L. C. Printer was copying it all down, but 
he wondered if he believed it. He waited. Rowe 
was silent for almost a full minute. Then: 

“They sure must have had it in for that 
bombre, for some reason. They slapped him 
around, knocked him down and clubbed his 
head with a gun butt. And made him get up 
again.” 

Willie Krick, who had lingered near the 
door of the office, stood listening with his 
mouth hanging open. The Courier’s typesetter, 
who was supposed to be getting out the paper 
in the back of the shop, had crept nearer to 
hear of the latest deeds of the infamous Boot 
St. Claire. L, C. Printer’s face was framed •" 


with s deep frown now, and he had stopped 
copying Johnny Rowe’s words. But Johnny 
gazed ahead over Printer’s head and kept on: 

“St. Claire made this feller walk out into a 
clump of bushes alongside the path. Then 
without warning he pumped three shots into 
the poor critter, for no good reason at all. 
The man never had a chance. He fell and they 
tossed his six-gun on top of him, and left him 
there. Then they all laughed and started to 
ride away.” 

L. C. Printer rose, and met the gaze of 
Johnny Rowe. At the same time he drew a 
gun from the table drawer. 

“Nice try, Rowe,” he said' evenly. “I don’t 
doubt that if we go up into those hills we’ll 
find the body.” But — he leveled the gun — 
“next time you commit a murder just to get 
a big story for your paper, you’d better do a 
better job of cleaning the blood off your 
hands.” He motioned toward the wrists of the 
reporter, where dull red stains showed beneath 
his sleeves. 

“Very strange,” smiled the great editor, 
“that you should have known every little de¬ 
tail of the murder. How could you have been 
there? A very good job of reporting, Rowe. 
Too good.” 

Johnny Rowe had not moved or changed ex¬ 
pression. 

“Chief, I brought you the story,” he "said 
steadily. “You can print it or not. But I didn’t 

commit the murder. You see-” he took a 

plodding step forward and grasped the table— 
“I was the hombre who was murdered.” And 
Johnny Rowe collapsed on the floor in front 
of the stunned group. The compositor bent 
over him and opened his shirt. 

“He’s dead, Mr. Printer. Been shot several 

A T THAT moment Sheriff Wilson burst 
in the front door. 

“Here’s a story for you. Printer!” he shouted 
excitedly. “St. Claire and his men have been 
slain, all five of ’em! We found ’em strewn 
all over the trail in the hills above Toltec 
Pass. And they were shot by the six-gun of 
your reporter, Rowe. Found it lying there 
with five shots used up. I recognized it by 
his initials on the butt and—” he saw the 
body on the floor. “Say, what goes on here?” 

Without looking up from the body of the 
lafe Johnny Rowe, publisher Printer said, “He 
just wrote his last story, Sheriff. He will never 
get to see it printed, but it sure was a good 
one. And he made his deadline. Only this was 
a deadline for death!” 

THE END 


LASH LaRUE WESTERN 



w the town is q 
PRIVILEGED TO HAVE 
YOU AS A JUDGE l 


■IEYi LOOK AT THAT OLD 
HORSE GO HE'S 
TAKEN THE LEAD i > 


THAT BROKEN-DOWN 
: COULDNT BEAT A 
1 WE'VE GOT NOTHING 
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WHO WOULD EVER 
THINK AND OLD 
HORSE LIKE THAT 
WOULD OUTRUN 
TWO THOROUGH- > 


\ FREAK THINGS LIKE 
| THAT ARE ALWAYS 

I happening ; now r 

I THINK I'D BETTER BE 
ON AAV WAY TO THE 
CHIEF MARSHAL'S 
OFFICE l X HAVE TO 
REPORT THERE FIRST, 
ANOTHEN HEAD FOR 
CINDERVILLEi I ALSO 
S PROMISED TO JUDGE 
/ THEIR CARNIVAL HORSE 
k RACE IN A FEW CAYS! 


X RECKON THE NEXT TIME WE BET ON A 
\ RACE I WE'LL HAVE TO MAKE SURE OF 
lEVERY ANGLE i __ 


LOOK HVARi YUH TIN-HORN 
GAM8LERS, X DON/T 
ACCEPT BRIBES / I'M J 
RIDING TO WIN l 


QUICK, 


HEY, BURKE, LOOK 
WHO'S HYAR TO 
ENTER THE RACE ? 
IT'S THAT CREEP, 
KAYSEE, WITH THE 
OLD HORSE THAT 
COST US ALL OUR. , 
MONEY AT THE / 
LAST RACE 'y' 


TNOW WE CAN 
GET RID OF 
THIS HONEST 
JOCKEY! . 





































LASH LaRUE WESTERN 



AS SOON AS WE SET \ I'M SURE VUH'LL FIND THEM 
TO TOWN, IM GOING TO I W THE TROTTER'S 
LOCK UP THOSE TWO / HOTEL l THAT'5 WHERE ALL 
KILLERS : y the STRANGERS WHO CAME 

V___ TO SEE THE BIG RACE ARE 

J. ~ 7t n n :. N "--—, STAVING/ -g rf 
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LASH LaRUE WESTERN 



X DON'T THINK I'LL BOTHER. 


KNOCKING i ITlL BE SMARTER 
HO CATCH THEM OFF GUARD 


THEY ARE DEAD! THEY'VE BOTH 
BEEN SHOT IN THE BACK J SOME - 
ONE MUST HAVE LET THEM , 
HAVE IT FROM THAT WINDOW^ 


IT LOOKS AS IF I'LL HAVE 
k TO WAIT TO TALK TO 
V THE JOCKEYS'THE 
TSTT-; RACE IS ON 1 . 


IE'5 WON AGAIN 1 I SHOULD BE UP ON THE 

JUDGE'S STAND TO AWARD HIM HIS -- 

~~- \nm\ p»ze money, / 



































LASH LaRUE WESTERN 



| DSavsee's stall- 


DON'T THINK 


JUST WHAT I THOUGHT l HE'S GOT 

DOPE PILLS IN HERE ! HE'S BEEN 
DRUGGING THE HORSE TO MAKE 
ITt RUN FASTER s s -, -tT 


HE SHOULD BE COMING BACK HERE SOON, WHICH 
MEANS I'VE GOT TO WORK FAST •' 


























LASH LaRUE WESTERN 



THAT'5 WHAT X THOUGHT, KAYSEE 
AND THAT CONFESSION, PLUS THE 
DOPE PILLS, WILL TAKE CARE OF 
YOUR FUTURE--IN UAIL ! ^ 


BUT I HAD TO KILLYUH AND YORE PARTNER, BURKE l 
YUH SAVE WE NO CHOICE 1 YUH SAID IF X DIDN'T DROP 
OUT OF THE RACE YUH'D KILL WE, 

50 I KILLED YUH TWO, FIRST 1 V 






























a big, new book tor 
MODEL BUILDERS 



If you're an active model builder or if you're only start¬ 
ing to work with balsa wood then here is a book you'll 
keep for years! Packed with accurate plans and instruc¬ 
tions for building over 25 different control-line and 
free-flight model airplanes, battery driven boats and 
scale automobiles, Handbook for MODEL BUILDERS also 
contains a complete list of all gas engines, tips on build¬ 
ing and a special story on GETTING STARTED IN MODEL 
BUILDING! 


Just Look What This Book Contains! 

• 144 pages As 

• Plans for 25 TESTED projects 

• Hundreds of photographs 

• Gas Model Airplane Plans 

• Model Boat Plans 



• Model Car Plans 

• plus many other models 




At Your Local Newsstand 75 Cents a Copy 







Set the Famous MIST 1000Shot 

Wtovtomctwhu* 


DAISY 2-WAY 
TARGET OUTFIT with 
Convertible PUMP GUN 


you HUggy SeNDUM COUPON- 
GETTUM BOOK! ASK PAP REAPUM, 

too. me gercHUM you soon 

GET DAISY AN'JOIN NRA.HAYE 
i ^APBISFUN, A/B ,„ . 


COUP° M N 

TURING COMPANY 











